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continually arraigned." l "I often have," Church
wrote to the same friend not long before his death,
" a kind of waking dream ; up one road, the image
of a man decked and adorned as if for a triumph,
carried up by rejoicing and exulting friends, who
praise his goodness and achievements ; and, on
the other road, turned back to back to it, there is
the very man himself in sordid and squalid apparel,
surrounded not by friends, but by ministers of
justice, and going on, while his friends are exult-
ing, to his certain and perhaps awful judgment."
It is a sublime figure, not unworthy, as Morley
says, of the Dante whom its author so much loved
and so well understood; and it lets us farther,
perhaps, than any other single saying into the
inmost secret of this great and good man's life.

IV

It is time now to bring this long eulogy to a
close, and in doing so to indicate one point at
which, for the present writer at least, the language
of appreciation which has hitherto been employed
becomes impossible. I shall not dwell upon it,
but I should be false to one of the chief lessons
of Church's own life were I to pass it over in
silence.

1  Life and Letters, p. xxii.

2  Ibid., p. xxiv.

13